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Into the outer margin of the night,
No man amongst us all could stay himself,
Or keep from following ; and they kept us there,
As men who walk asleep, in drowsy trance
Listening a sweet pernicious melody,
And following after in an idle round,
Till all was finished, and the plunderers gone.
Haply they hear me, and the words I speak
May bring their malice also upon me
As late it fell on Conary.  Yet, now
The spell is off me, and I see the sun,
By all my nation's swearing-Gods I swear
I do defy them ; and appeal to you,
Beings of goodness perfect, and to thee
Great unknown Being who hadst made them all*
Take ye compassion on the race of men ;
And, for this slavery ofgaysh and Sidh,
Send down some emanation of yourselves
To rule and comfort us !   And I have heard
There come the tidings yet may make us glad
Of such a one new born, or soon to be.
Now, mount beside me, that with solemn rites
We give the king, at Tara, burial.'"
In short, the story is told by one who cannot fully enter into
the native spirit of it; and the poem suffers. Though the
actual telling is superb, in a vigorous blank verse, and
although the best judges have praised the poem, it never
really reached its mark. " Congal," the longer epic poem,
which Ferguson counted his best work, is almost impossible
to assimilate. Into it the poet has attempted to fit a review
of very early Irish history in the Christian period, linking
it to the legendary pagan past. Noble passages abound, but
they are patches of modern ornament tacked on. If Fer-
guson is to be judged, it should be in reality by those poems